ing by his side whilst he delivered his inaugural
address.

Perhaps I shall not be deemed prolix if I dwell
with some particularity upon an occasion so his-
toric. I had first encountered the newly elected
President the afternoon of the day in the early
morning of which he had arrived in Washington.
It was a Saturday, I think. He came to the capitol
under the escort of Mr. Seward, and among the
rest I was presented to him. His appearance did
not impress me as fantastically as it had impressed
some others. I was familiar with the Western
type, and whilst Mr. Lincoln was not an Adonis,
even after prairie ideals, there was about him a
dignity that commanded respect.

I met him again the next Monday forenoon in
his apartment at Willard's Hotel as he was pre-
paring to start to his inauguration, and was struck
by his unaffected kindness, for I came with a mat-
ter requiring his attention. This was, in point of
fact, to get from him a copy of the inauguration
speech for the Associated Press. I turned it over
to Ben Perley Poore, who, like myself, was assist-
ing Mr. Gobright. The President that was about
to be seemed entirely self-possessed; not a sign of
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